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Greenhouse 


The wind billowing out the seat of my britches, 

My feet crackling splinters of glass and dried putty, 

The half-grown chrysanthemums staring up like 
accusers, 

Up through the streaked glass, flashing with sunlight, 

A few white clouds all rushing eastward, 

A line of elms plunging and tossing like horses, 

And everyone, everyone pointing up and shouting! 


Dinky 


O what’s the weather in a Beard? 

It’s windy there, and rather weird, 

And when you think the sky has cleared 
— Why, there is Dirty Dinky. 


Suppose you walk out in a Storm, 
With nothing on to keep you warm, 
And then step barefoot on a Worm 
— Of course, it's Dirty Dinky. 


As I was crossing a hot hot Plain, 

I saw a sight that caused me pain, 

You asked me before, I'll tell you again: 
—1t looked like Dirty Dinky. 


Last night you lay a-sleeping? No! 

The room was thirty-five below; 

The sheets and blankets turned to snow. 
— Hed got in: Dirty Dinky. 


You'd better watch the things you do. 
You'd better watch the things you do. 
You're part of him; he's part of you 
— You may be Dirty Dinky. 


(2) 
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. Once upon a tree 
I came across a time, 
It wasn't even as 
A ghoulie in a dream. 


There was a mooly man 
Who had a rubber hat 

And funnier than that— 
Hekeptitinacan.... 


(4) 


. A one is a two 1s 
I know what you 1s: 
You’re not very nice — 
So touch my toes twice. 


I know you are my nemesis 

So bibble where the pebble is. 
The Trouble is with No and Yes 
As you can see I guess I guess. 


I wish I was a pifflebob 

I wish I was a funny 

I wish I had ten thousand hats, 
And made a lot of money.... 


The 
Boy 
and 
the 
Bush 


A Boy who had Gumption and Push 
Would frequently Talk to a Bush, 

And the Bush would say, “Mac, 

I'd like to Talk Back, 

If I thought you could Hear in a Hush.” 


Now Nobody Sniggered and Mocked 
As Those Two guietly Talked, 
Because Nobody Heard, 

Not a Beast, Not a Bird— 


So they Talked and they Talked and they Talked. 


(6) 


A Lady came to a Bear by a Stream. 

“O why are you fishing that way? 

Tell me, dear Bear there by the Stream, 
Why are you fishing that way?” 


“I am what is known as a Biddly Bear — 
That's why I'm fishing this way. 

We Biddly’s are Pee-culiar Bears. 

And so—I'm fishing this way. 


“And besides, it seems there's a Law: 
A most, most exactious Law 

Says a Bear 

Doesn't dare 


The 
Lady 
and 
the 
Bear 
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Doesn’t dare 

Doesn’t DARE 

Use a Hook or a Line, 

Or an old piece of Twine, 

Not even the end of his Claw, Claw, Claw, 

Not even the end of his Claw. 

Yes, a Bear has to fish with his Paw, Paw, Paw. 
A Bear has to fish with his Paw.” 


“O it’s Wonderful how with a flick of your Wrist, 
You can fish out a fish, out a fish, out a fish, 

If / were a fish I just couldn’t resist 

You, when you are fishing that way, that way, 
When you are fishing that way.” 


And at that the Lady slipped from the Bank 
And fell in the Stream still clutching a Plank, 
But the Bear just sat there until she Sank; 

As he went on fishing his way, his way, 

As he went on fishing his way. 





The 
Cow 


There Once was a Cow with a Double Udder. 
When I think of it now, I just have to Shudder! 
She was too much for One, you can bet your Life: 
She had to be Milked by a Man and His Wife. 


(11) 
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The 
Kitty-Cat 
Bird 


The Kitty-Cat Bird, he sat on a Fence. 

Said the Wren, your Song isn't worth 10€. 

You're a Fake, you're a Fraud, you're a Hor-rid 
Pretense! 

— Said the Wren to the Kitty-Cat Bird. 


You've too many Tunes, and none of them Good: 
I wish you would act like a bird really should, 
Or stay by yourself down deep in the wood, 

— Said the Wren to the Kitty-Cat Bird. 


You mew like a Cat, you grate like a Jay: 
„You squeak like a Mouse that's lost in the Hay, 
I wouldn't be You for even a day, 


— Said the Wren to the Kitty-Cat Bird. 


(14) 
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The Kitty-Cat Bird, he moped and he cried. 
Then a real cat came with a Mouth so Wide, 
That the Kitty-Cat Bird just hopped inside; 
“At last I'm myself!” —and he up and died 
—Did the Kitty —the Kitty-Cat Bird. 


You'd better not laugh; and don't say, “Pooh!” 
Until you have thought this Sad Tale through: 
Be sure that whatever you are is you 

— Or you'll end like the Kitty-Cat Bird. 
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The 
Yak 


There was a most odious Yak 
Who took only toads on his Back: 
If you asked for a Ride, 

He would act very Snide, 

And go humping off, yicketty-yak. 


(17) 


A Head or Tail—which does he lack? 
I think his Forward’s coming back! 
He lives on Carrots, Leeks and Hay; 
He starts to yawn —it takes All Day— 


Some time I think I'll live that way. 


(18) 


The 
Hippo 


— 
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Myrtle 


There once was a girl named Myrtle 
Who, strangely enough, was a Turtle: 
She was mad as a Hare, 

She could growl like a Bear — 

O Nobody understood Myrtle! 


She would sit with a Book on her Knees— 
My Poetry Book, if you please — 

She'd Rant and She'd Roar: 

“This stuff is a Bore! 

Why I could do better 

With only ONE Letter — 

These Poets, they write like / Sneeze! 


(20) 
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The 
Whale 


There was a most Monstrous Whale: 

He had no Skin, he had no Tail. 

When he tried to Spout, that Great Big Lubber, 
The best he could do was Jiggle his Blubber. 


(22) 


The 
Lizard 


The Time to Tickle a Lizard, 

Is Before, or Right After, a Blizzard. 
Now the place to begin 

Is just under his Chin — 

And here’s more Advice: 

Don’t Poke more than Twice 

At an Intimate Place like his Gizzard. 


The 
Serpent 


There was a Serpent who had to sing. 
There was. There was. 

He simply gave up Serpenting. 
Because. Because. 


He didn't like his Kind of Life; 

He couldn't find a proper Wife; 

He was a Serpent with a soul; 

He got no Pleasure down his Hole. 

Of so, of course, he had to Sing, 

And Sing he did, like Anything! 

The Birds, they were, they were Astounded; 
And various Measures Propounded 

Io stop the Serpent's Awful Racket: 

They bought a Drum. He wouldn't Whack it. 
They sent— you always send — to Cuba 

And got a Most Commodious Tuba; 

They got a Horn, they got a Flute, 

But Nothing would suit. | 

He said, “Look, Birds, all this is futile: 
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I do not like to Bang or Tootle.” 

And then he cut loose with a Horrible Note 
That practically split the Top of his Throat. 
“You see,” he said, with a Serpent's Leer, 

"I'm Serious about my Singing Career!” 

And the Woods Resounded with many a Shriek 
As the Birds flew off to the End of Next Week. 


(26) 


Party 
at 
the 
LOO 


Its Friday noon in Pink Sunshine, 
I'm sure it's soon to snow, 

The Rabbit to the Robin said, 
I love you, that I know. 


The Robin sang: 7 haven't Fur 
You're looking at my Hat., 
The Tiger or the Elephant 
Or Something Else like that. 


Last Friday noon at Half-Past Eight 
While putting up my hair, 

I thought I saw an Elephant 
Come walking up the Stair, 

But when I turned around again, 
He really wasnt there. 


(27) 
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You might be right, dear Rabbit, O 
You're mine, my dearest dear; 
Come Rain or Snow I'll try to think 

Its you that I want near. 


A Butterflys my Bicycle 
I think you ought to know 

And I can skate and jump and skip 
And play Post Office, too. 

Suppose you tell me who you are, 
And where you want to go. 


The Rabbit said: 

Let's have a Party at the Zoo 
And all wear Paper Hats, 

The Monkeys, they ll be sure to come — 
You ask the Bears and Bats. 


And that they did. The Pigs and Mice 


Put on a little show 


With just a bit of music from 


The Lion’s radio. 


The Sister of the Elephant 


Sang, “Dancing in the Dark,” 


A Donkey's Uncle cried so hard 


He had to leave the Park. 


(29) 


“The Country Mice played Touch Football, 
The Squirrels, a Jumping Game. 

Old Mother Hen would count to: ten, 
While the Cows all did the same. 


The Pig got up and sang a Song 
About a Miss and Mister. 

A bunny Rabbit met his Aunt 
And thought she was his Sister. 


"I love you Tuesday,” played Old Horse 
Upon the Turtle’s Horn; 

Two Goldfish mewed; the Snake came out 
And ate three Ears of Corn. 


But yesterday a year ago, 
The Bear cried to a Fish, 

I chmbed a Tree, a Chimney Tree, 
And there I made a Wish. 


But what I wanted, I forget, 
It may have been a Bigger Hat, 
A Football or some more Ice Cream, 
A Pumpkin Head for Halloween, 
Or was it just a Jelly Bean, 
A Jack-O-Lantern for my Yard? 


I tell you, I keep thinking hard, 
But, O, I do forget. 


(30) 


Said Fish: You really have a time 
At finding what you want. 

I never think, but go to sleep 
And then wake up my Aunt. 

She's right here at the Party now 
By that old Rubber Plant. 


It got so late the Pink Ice Cream 
Was nothing much to keep. 

Grandfather Fox would nod his head 
And then fall fast asleep. 


Who has the time? the Rabbit asked. 
It's either night or day, 
Or maybe almost after nine, 


In February- May. 


We think it's Halloween in June, 
Or Christmas, the Ducks cried, 
Perhaps it should be Wednesday night— 
Let Grandma Bear decide. 


But Grandma Bear just shook her head, 
She could not hear a Thing. 

The Turkey stopped his Turkey Hop; 
The Pig forgot to sing. 


It’s getting late no matter what 
The time would seem to be, 

The Bluebird sang, I think we must 
Be off or we will stay. 


So off they went in twos and threes, 

_, The Monkeys in a Bus. 

The Tiger rode the Elephant — 
And who waved back at us? 


The Rabbit and the Robin in 

DA big new Blue Balloon 

That sailed away to next Friday, 
Or was it to the Moon? 


(32) 


In moving slow he has no Peer. 
You ask him something in his Ear, 
He thinks about it for a Year; 


And, then, before he says a Word 
There, upside down (unlike a Bird), 
He will assume that you have Heard— 


A most Ex-as-per-at-ing Lug. 
But should you call his manner Smug, 
He'll sigh and give his Branch a Hug; 


Then off again to Sleep he goes, 
Still swaying gently by his Toes, 
And you just know he knows he knows. 


The 
Sloth 


(33) 


. . . The shape of a rat? 


It's bigger than that. 
It's less than a leg 
And more than a nose, 
Just under the water 
It usually goes. 


Is it soft like a mouse? 

Can it wrinkle its nose? 
Could it come in the house 
On the tips of its toes? 
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The 
Bat 


By day the bat is cousin to the mouse. 
He likes the attic of an aging house. 


His fingers make a hat about his head. 
His pulse beat is so slow we think him dead. 


He loops in crazy figures half the night 
Among the trees that face the corner light. 


But when he brushes up against a screen, 
We are afraid of what our eyes have seen: 


For something is amiss or out of place 
When mice with wings can wear a human face. 


I saw a young snake glide 
Out of the mottled shade 
And hang, limp on a stone: 
A thin mouth, and a tongue 
Stayed, in the still air. 


It turned; it drew away; 
Its shadow bent in half; 
It quickened, and was gone. 


I felt my slow blood warm. 
I longed to be that thing, 
The pure, sensuous form. 


And I may be, some time. 


(38) 
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The 
Heron 


The heron stands in water where the swamp 
Has deepened to the blackness of a pool, 

Or balances with one leg on a hump 

Of marsh grass heaped above a muskrat hole. 


He walks the shallow with an antic grace. 

The great feet break the ridges of the sand, 
The long eye notes the minnow's hiding place. 
His beak is guicker than a human hand. 


He jerks a frog across his bony lip, 

Then points his heavy bill above the wood. 
The wide wings flap but once to lift him up. 
A single ripple starts from where he stood. 


(40) 


Whether 
the 

Bees 
Have 


Thoughts 


Whether the bees have thoughts, we cannot say, 

But the hind part of the worm wiggles the most, 
Minnows can hear, and butterflies, yellow and blue, 
Rejoice in the language of smells and dancing. 
Therefore I reject the world of the dog 

Though he hear a note higher than C 

And the thrush stopped in the middle of his song. ... 


(41) 


Slug 


How I loved one like you when I was little! — 

With his stripes of silver and his small house on his 
back, 

Making a slow journey around the well-curb. 

I longed to be like him, and was, 

In my way, close cousin 

To the dirt, my knees scrubbing 

The gravel, my nose wetter than his. 


When I slip, just slightly, in the dark, 
I know it isn’t a wet leaf, 

But you, loose toe from the old life, 
The cold slime come into being, 

A fat, five-inch appendage 

Creeping slowly over the wet grass, 
Eating the heart out of my garden. ... 
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The 
Meadow 
Mouse 


l. 

In a shoe box stuffed 1n an old nylon stocking 

Sleeps the baby mouse I found in the meadow, 

Where he trembled and shook beneath a stick 

Till I caught him up by the tail and brought him in, 

Cradled in my hand, 

A little quaker, the whole body of him trembling, 

His absurd whiskers sticking out like a cartoon mouse, 

His feet like small leaves, 

Little lizard feet, : 

Whitish and spread wide when he tried to struggle 
away, 


Wriggling like a miniscule puppy. 


Now he's eaten his three kinds of cheese and drunk 
from his bottle-cap watering trough — 

5o much he just lies in one corner, 

His tail curled under him, his belly big 


As his head; his bat-like ears 
Twitching, tilting toward the least sound. 


Do I imagine he no longer trembles 
When I come close to him? 
He seems no longer to tremble. 


2. 

But this morning the shoe-box house on the back porch 
is empty. 

Where has he gone, my meadow mouse, 

My thumb of a child that nuzzled in my palm? — 

To run under the hawk’s wing, 

Under the eye of the great owl watching from the 
elm tree, 

To live by courtesy of the shrike, the snake, the tomcat. 


I think of the nestling fallen into the deep grass, 

The turtle gasping in the dusty rubble of the highway, 
The paralytic stunned in the tub, and the water rising— 
All things innocent, hapless, forsaken. 


Night 
Crow 


When I saw that clumsy crow 
Flap from a wasted tree, 

A shape in the mind rose up: 
Over the gulfs of dream 

Flew a tremendous bird 
Further and further away 
Into the moonless black, 
Deep in the brain, far back. 


(46) 
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The whiskey on your breath 
Could make a small boy dizzy; 
But I hung on like death: 
Such waltzing was not easy. 


We romped until the pans 
Slid from the kitchen shelf; 
My mother's countenance 
Could not unfrown itself. 


The hand that held my wrist 
Was battered on one knuckle; 
At every step you missed 

My right ear scraped a buckle. 


You beat time on my head 
With a palm caked hard by dirt, 
Then waltzed me off to bed 

Still clinging to your shirt. 


(48) 


THEODORE ROETHKE, one of America’s most beloved poets, 
was educated at the University of Michigan and Harvard. 
He grew up among the greenhouses of his father’s family 

in Michigan, which influenced his work profoundly. He 

was a most inspiring teacher at Bennington College, 

and later for many years at the University of Washington. 
He was a great admirer of the wild beauty of the Northwest, 
and often went to his second home on Bambridge 

Island, where he could absorb every expression of the nature 
he loved. Against this background he devoted his life 

to writing poetry; and much of his genius lay in his 

capacity for discovering wonder and beauty in the world 

of everyday people and things. For his books, Open House, 
The Lost Son, Praise to the Lord, The Waking, I Am! Says 

The Lamb, Words for the Wind and The Far Field, he won 

the Pulitzer Prize, two National Book Awards, two Guggenheim 
fellowships, the Bollingen Award, the Levinson Award, and 
the Tietjins Prize. 
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